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CHAPTEE XIV.

AVJt Came' ot .the. Great IjOto
Experiment.

an hour after he had gone to
FOR Philip' lay awake thinking

the doctor's "story. He
dreamed of it when he fell asleep.' In
a way for which''he could not account,
the story, had a peculiar effect upon him,
and developed in him a desire to know
the end. He awoke in the .morning
anxious "to resume the subject with
McGill, but the doctor disappointed.
htm. During the whole of the day ne
made no direct reference to his mis-

sion in the North, and when Philip once
or twice brought him back to the matter
he evaded any discussion of it, giving
him 'to understand, without saying so,

that the matter was a closed incident
between them, only to be reopened when
he was able to give some help in the
search. The doctor talked freely of his
home, of the beauty and the goodness

- of his wife, and of a third member
whom they expected in their little fam-
ily circle in the spring. They discussed
home topics politics, clubs, and sport.
The doctor disliked society, though
for professional reasons he was com-

pelled to play 'a" small part" in it, and
in this dislike the two men found them-

selves on common ground. They be
came jnore ana more connacntiai in an
inn bnt one. Thev Passed hours in
playing cribbage with a worn pack of
Pierxe?s cards,. and the third night sang
old college songi which both had near-
ly forgotten. It was on this evening
that tthey planned to remain one more
day in Pierre's cabin and then leave
for Fort Smith.

"You hae hone there." said Philip
in a casual .way, as they were undress-
ing.

"Little hope, but the search will
replied the doctor. "I

hart more hope at Chippewayan. where
we struck a clew. I sent back my In-

dian to follow it up."
They went to bed. How long he had

slept Philip had no idea, wnen ne was
awakened by a slight noise. In a sub-

conscious .sort of way, with his ejes
still closedT'he lav without moving and
listened-- . 4 The sound came again, like
the .soft,' cautious tread ot leer, near
him Still without moving he opened
his eyes. The oil lamp which he had
putout on retiring was burning low.

s dim light stood the doctor, half
dressed, in a tense attitude of listening.

"What's the matter?" asked Philip.
The professor. started, and turned to-

ward the stove.
"Nervousness, I guess," he said

clonmilv ""I was afraid I would awak- -

efi'you. I'e been up three times dur
ing the last hour listening tor a voice.

A vniee?"
"Yes, back there in the bunk I could

nave, sworn mat 1 neara 11 caning re

out in the night But when I
get up I can't hear it. I've stood at
the door until I'm frozen."

"It's the wind," said Philip. "It has
troubled me many times out on the
sn&w. plains. I've heard it wail like
children crying, among the dunes, and
agairi like women screaming, and men
shotting: You'd better go to bed."
fListen 1"

The doctor stiffened, his white face
turned to ,the door.

"Good lieavens, was that the wind?,"
he asked after a moment.

,"Phifip ,had rolled from his bunk and
wis piulling on his clothes.

"Dress and well find out," he advised.
Together they went to the door, open-

ed it, and stepped outside. The sky was
thick and heavyt with only a white blur
where the moon was smothered. Fifty
yards away the gray gloom became
opaque. Over the thousand miles of
drift to the north there came a faint
whistling wind, rising at times in fitful
sweeps of flmty snow, and at intervals
dying away until it became only a lull-

ing sound. In one of these intervals
both men held their breath. From
somewhere out of the night, and yet
from nowhere that they could point,
there came a human voice.

e Thoreau
Thoreau Ho. Pierre Thoreau-u-u-u-

"Off there." shivered the doctor.
"No outthere," said Philip.
He raised his own voice in an ans-

wering shout, and in response there
came again the cry for Pierre Thoreau.

"I'm right!" cried the doctor.
"Cornel"

He darted away, his greatcoat making
a dark blur in the night ahead of Philip,
who 'paused again to shout through the
megaphone of his hands. There came
no Teply. A second and a third time
he shouted, and still there was no re-

sponse.,
"Queer,"- - he thought "What the devil

can, it mean?"
The doctor had disappeared, and he

followed in the direction he had gone.
A hundred yards more and he saw the
dark blur again, close to the ground.
The doctor was bending over a human
form stretched out in the snow.

"Just in time," he said to Philip as
he came up. Excitement had gone
from his voice now. It was cool and
professional, and he spoke in a com
manding way to his companion.
"You're heavier than L so take him by
the shoulders and hold his head well
up. I don't believe it's the cold, for
his body is warm and comfortable. I
feel something wet and thick on his
shirt and it may be blood. So hold
his head well up."

Between them thev carried him back
to the cabin, and with the quick alert-
ness of a man accustomed to every
emergency of his profession the doc-
tor stripped off his two coats while
Philip looked at the face of the man
whom they had placed in his bunk.
His own experience had acquainted him
with violence and bloodshed, but in
spite of that fact he shuddered slightly
as he gazed on the unconscious form.
It was that of a young man of splendid
physique, with .a closely shav en face,
short blond hair, and a magnificent pair
of shoulders. Beyond the fact that he
Knew ine tace wore no Deara ne could
scarce have told if it were white or
black. From chin to hair it was cover-
ed with stiffened Tilood.

The doctor came to his side.
"Looks bad, doesn't he?" he said

cheerfully. "Thought it wasn't the
cold. Heart beating too fast pulse too
active. Ah hot water, if you please,

He looseuecLthe man's coat and shirt,
and a few moments later, when Philip
brought a towel and a basin of water,
he rose from his examination.

"Just in time as I said .before" he
exclaimed with satisfaction. Youd
never heard another 'Pierre Thoreau'
put of him, Philip," he went on, speak-
ing the young man's name as if he had
been accustomed to doing it for a long
time-- "Wound on tne head skull
sound kc of Wood, froa pver-exc-r-

f.

tion. We'll have him drinking coffee
within an hour if you'll make some.

The. doctor 'rolled up his shirt sleeves
and 'began to wash away" the blood.

"A chapV" he said over
his .shoulder, "Face dean cut fine
mouth, .a frontal bone that must "have
brain behind it square chin "He
broke off to ask: ''What do you sup
pose happened to mm?

"Haven't got the slightest'idea," said
Philip, putting the coffee pot, on the
stove. "A, blow, isn't it?"

Philip was turning Aip the wick of
the lamp'1 when a sudden startled cry
came from the bedside. Something in
it low and suppressed; made him. turn
so quickly that by a clumsy twist o'f his
fingers the lamp was (extinguished.
lighted it again and faced the doctor.
McGill was upon his knees, terribly
pale.

"Good heaven!" he gasped, "What's
the matter?"

"Nothing, nothing. Phil it was hel
He let it out of him so unexpectedly
that it startled me.

I thought it was your voice, said
Philip.

"No, no, it was his. See, he is re
turning to consciousness.

The wounded man's eyes opened
slowly, and closed acain. He heaved
a great sigh and stretched out his arms
as it about to awaken from a deep
slumber. The doctor sprang to his
feet

"We must have ice. Phil finely chop
ped ice from the creek down there. Will
you take the ax and those two pails and
bring back both pails full? No hurry,
but we'll need it within an hour."

Philip bundled himself in his coat
and went out with the ax and pails.

"Ice!" he muttered to himself. "Now
what can he want of ice?"

He dug down through three feet of
snow and chopped for half an hour.
When he returned to the cabin the
wounded man was bolstered up in bed,
and the doctor, was pacing back and
forth across the room, evidently worked
to a high pitch of excitement

"Murder robbery outrage! Right
under our noses, that's whatit was!"
he cried. "Pierre Thoreau is dead-ki- lled

by the scoundrels who left this
man for dead beside him! They set
upon them late jesterday afternoon as
Pierre and his partner were coming
home, intending to kill them for their
outfit The murderers, who are a breed
and a white trapper, hate probably gone
to their shack half a dozen miles up tho
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little work for your
MacGregor himself had never stirred

Philip Steele's blood as did the doctor's
unexpected wordsr but the two men
watching him saw nothing unusual in
their effect He set down his ice and
coolly took off his coat then advanced
to the side of the wounded man.

"I'm glad you're better," he said.
looking down into the others strong,
pale face. "It was a pretty close shave.
Guess you were a little out of your
head, weren't you?"

For an instant the man's eyes shifted
past Philip to where the doctor was
standing.

"Yes I must have been. He says I
was calling for Pierre, and Pierre was
dead. I left him ten .miles back there in
the snow." He closed his eyes with a
groan of pain and continued, after a
moment "Pierre and I have been trap-
ping foxes. We were coming back with
supplies to last us until Jate spring
when it happened. The white man's
name is Dobson, and there's a breed
with him. Their shack is six or seven
miles up the creek."

Philip saw the doctor examining a
revolver which he had taken from the
pocket of his big coat He came over
to the bunkside with it in his hand.

"That's enough, Phil," he said softly.
"He must not talk any more for ail
hour or two or well hae him in a
fever. Get on jour coat I'm going with
you.

Mm going alone, said Phil shortly.
"You attend to your patient" He drank
a cup of coffee, ate a piece of toasted
bannock, and with the brst gray break-
ing of dawn started up the creek on
a pair of Pierre's old snow shoes. The
doctor followed him to the creek and
watched him until he was out of sight

The wounded man was sitting on the
edge of the cot when McGill
the cabin. His exertion had brought a
flush of color back into his face, which
lighted up with a smile as the other
came through the door.

"It was a close shave, thanks to
you," he said, repeating Philip's words.

Just so, replied the doctor. He had
placed a brace of short bulldog revolvers
on the table and offered one of them
now to his companion. "The shaving
isn't over jet Falkner."

They ate breakfast each with a gun
beside his tin plate. Now and then the
doctor interrupted his meal to go to the
door and peer over the broadening vista
of the barrens. They had nearly finished
when he came back from one of these
observations, his lips set a little tighter,
a barely perceptible tremor in his voice
when he spoke.

l hey re coming, talknerl
They picked up their revolvers and

the doctor buttoned his coat tieht uo
about his neck. For ten minutes they
sac sueni ana listening, isot until tne
crunching beat of snow shoes came to
their ears did the doctor move. Thrust-
ing his weapon into his coat pocket he
went to the door. Falkner followed him,
and stood well out of sight when he
opened it Two men and a dog team
......... ,,: l- - .: jnut .t v5aiii& uic u,wii,,&. iiiuuf a uu)j3
were fastened under a brush lean-t- o

built against the cabin, and as the rival
team of huskies began filling the air
with their clamor for a fight, the
stranger team halted and one of the
two men came forward alone. He
stoooed with some astonishment before
the aristocratic-lookin- g little man wait-
ing for him in Pierres doorway.

"Is Pierre Thoreau at home?" he
demanded.

Izn a stranger here, so I cannot
saj-,- " replied the doctor, inspecting the
questioner with marked coolness. "It is
possible, however, that he is for I
picked up a man half dead out in the
snow last night and I'm- - waiting for
him to come back to lite.'-- smooth-
faced, blond fellow, with a cut on his
head. It may be this Pierre Thoreau."

The words were scarcely out of. his
mouth when the man kicked off his
snow shoes and with an excited wave
of his arm to his companion with the
dpgs, almost ran past tne doctor.

"It's him the man I want to seel"
he cried in a low' voice. "My name's
Dobson, of the "

What more he had meant to.sav was
never finished. Falkner's powerful arms
had gripped his head and throat in a
vise-li- clutch from which no smother
of sound escaped, and three or four
minutes later, when the second man
came throueh the door, ha found bk

comrade flat on his bade, bound and
gagged, and the ,sbining muzzles of two
short and murderous-lookin- g revolvers
leveled at his breast He was a swarthv
breed, scarcely larger than the doctor
nimseit. and bis only remonstrance as
his hands were fastened j behind his
back was a brief outburst of. very bad
and very excited French which the pro--
lessor stopped with' a threatening nour- -
I5H oi ms gun. , j

"You'll do." he said, standing off to
survey his prisoner. "I' believe you're
harmless enough to have, the use of
your legs and mouth." With a comic
bow the Jittle doctor addetC "Wsieur.
I'm going tofask jou'to drve us back
to ron amitn, and it you-s- o mucn as
iook tne wrong way out ot your ej'es ru
blow off your head. You and your friend
are to answer 'for the killing of Pierre
Thoreau and "for the attempted murder
of this young man, who will follow us
to fort smith to testify against you.

It was evident that the d did
not understand, and the doctor added a
few explanatory words in French. The
man on the floor groaned and struggled
until he was red in the face.

"Easy, easy," soothed the doctor. "I
appreciate the fact that it is pretty
tough luck, Dobson, but you'll have to
take your medicine. Falkner. if you'll
lend a hand in getting me off I won't
lose much time in starting for Fort
Smith."

It was a strange-lookin-g outfit that
set out from Pierre Thoreau's cabin
half an hour later. Ahead of the team
which had come that morning walked
the breed, his left arm bound to his
side with a babiche thong. On the slJdge
behind him lay an inanimate and blanket
wrapped bundle, which was Dobson;
and close at the rear of the sledge,
stripped of his great coat and.more than
ever like a diminutive drum inaior. fol
lowed Dudley McGill, professor of neu-
rology and diseases of the brain, with
a bulldog revolver in his mittened hand.

rrom the door falkner watched them
go.

Six hours later Philin returned from
the east Falkner saw him coming up
trom the creek and went to meet rum.

I found the cabin, but no one was
there." said Philip. "It has been desert
ed for a long time. No tracks in the
snow, everything inside frozen stiff, and
what signs 1 did find were of a
woman!"

The muscles of Falkners fave gave
sudden twitch. "A woman 1" he ex

claimed.
Yes. a woman! repeated Philip.

"and there was a photograph of her on
a table in the bedroom. Did this Dob-
son have a wife?"

Falkner had fallen a step behind him
as they entered the cabin.

"A long time ago a woman was
there," he said. "She was a young
woman, and and almost beautiful. But
she wasn't his wife."

"She was pretty," replied Philip, "so
pretty that I brought her picture along
for my collection at home." He looked
about for McGill. "Where's the, doctor?"

Falkner's "face was very white as he
explained what had happened during the
other's absence.

"He said that he would camp early
this afternoon so that you could over-
take them," he finished after he had de-

scribed the capture and the doctor's de-

parture. "The doctor thought jou would
want to lose no time in getting the pris-
oners to Fort Smith, and that he could
get a good start before night

or the next day T am going to fol-

low with the other 'team. I'd uo with
jou if he hadn't commanded me to re

I?

main here and nurse my head for an.
other fwenty-fo- hours."

Philip shrugged his sjioulders, and
tne two nao uttie to say as they ate
their dinners. After an' hour's rest he
prepared a light pack and took up the
doctor's trail. Inwardly, he rankled at
the unusual hand which the little pro--
lessor was playing m leaving fierres
cabin with the nrisonersrand vet he was
confident that McGill would wait for
him. Mile after mile he traveled down
the creek. At dusk there was no sign
of his new friend. Just before dark
he climbed a dead stub at the summit
of a high ridge and half a dozen miles
of the unbroken' barren stretched out
before his eyes. At,6 o'clock he stopped
to cook some tea and warm his meat
and bannock. After that he traveled
until to o'clock, then built a big fire and
gave up the pursuit until m6rning. At
dawn he started again, and not until the
forenoon was half gone did he find
where the doctor had stopped to camp.

Tbeashes of his fire were still warm
beneath and the snow was trampled
hard around them. In the north the
clouds were piling up, betokening a
storm( such as it was not well for a
man in Philip's condition of fatigue
to face. Already some flavor of the ap
proaching blizzard was carried to him
on the wind.

So he hurried on. Fortunatelv. the
storm died awav after an hour or two
of fierce wind. Still he did not come up
wnn mcijiii, and ne camped again tor
uic nignt, cursing me nine proiessor
who was racing on ahead of him.

It was noon of the follow-in- dav
when he came in sight of the few log
cabins at Fort Smith, situated in a tree-
less and sweep of the
plain on the other side of the Slave.
He crossed the river and hurried past
tne row ot Duiidings that led to

In front of the company
office were gathered a little crowd of
men, woman, and children. He, pushed
nis way through and stopped at the
bottom of the three log steps which
led up to the door.

At the top was Prof. McGill. coming
out His lace was a puzzle. His eyes
had in them a stony stare as he gazed
down at Philip. Then he descended
slowly, like one movins? in a dream.

"Good heavens," he said huskily, and
only for Philip's ears, "do know
what rve done, run.''

'"What?" demanded Philip.
The doctor came down to the last

step.
Phil," he whispered, "that fellow we

found with a broken head plajed a nice
game on me. He was a criminal, and
I've brought back to Fort Smith no less
person than the man sent out to arrest
him, Corp. Dobson, of the mounted po-
lice, and his driver, Francois

Heavens, ain't it
funny?"

That same afternoon Corp. Dobson
and the set out again in quest
of Falkner, and this time they were ac-

companied by Pierre Thoreau. who
learned for the first time what had
happened in his cabin. The doctor dis-

appeared for the rest of the day, but
early the next morning he hunted fhil
uo and took him to a cabin half a mile
down the river. A team of powerful
dogs, an unusually large sledge, and
two Indians were at the door.

I boueht em last night explained
the doctor, "and we're going to leave
for the south

Giving up jour hunt? asked Philip.
"No, it's ended," replied McGill in

a matter-of-fa- way. "It ended at
Pierre Thoreau's cabin. Falkner was
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the third nut to work out my exper
ment" .

Philip stopped in his tracks,, and the
doctor stopped, and turned towara mm.

om me intra rnuip uesau.
The littl doctor continued to smile.
"There are more things in heaven and

earth. Philip." he quoted, "than are
dreamed of in your philosophy. This
love of experiment- - has ) turned out
wrongly, as far as preconceived et

are concerned, but when I think
of the broader, deeper significance of
it Ail i .tut yieuacu l uui me nvtu.

"What I can't see" Philip was stop-
ped by the doctor's lifted hand.

"You see, I am relying on your word
of honor, Phil," he explained, laughing
softly at the amazement which he saw
in the other's face. "It's all so wonder-
ful that I want to know the end
of it, and how happily it has turned out
for me and the little woman waiting
for me back home. It was I and not
Falkner who cried out just before you
turned the lamp-wi- down. A letter
had fallen from his coat pocket and
it was one of my letters sent through
my agent Understand? I sent for
the ice, and while you were gone I
told him who I was, and he told me
why I had never heard from him, and
why he was in Pierre Thoreau's cabin.
My agent had sent him north with $500
as a first payment To cut a long story
short, he got into a card game in Prince
Albert as the best of us do at times
and as a result become mixed up in a
quarrel, in which he pretty nearly killed

man. theyve been alter him ever
since, and almost had him when we
found him, injured by a blow which he
received in an uely fall earlier in the
night. It's the last and total wrecking of
my theory.

But the tnrl ureed Philip,
"We're going to see her now, and

she will tell you the whole story as she
told it to me," said the doctor, as
calmly as before. Ah. but its wonder
ful, man this great big, human love
that fills the world! They two met at
Nelson House, as I had planned they
should, and four months after that they
smashed my theory by being married by
a missionary from York Factory. I
mean that they smashed the bad part
of it, Phil, but all three couples proved
the other that there exist no such
things as 'soul affinities,' and that two
normal people of opposite sexes, if
thrown together under certain environ-
ment, will as naturally mate as two
birds, and will fight and die for one
another afterward, too. There may not
be one in ten thousand who believes it
but I do still. At the last moment the
man in Falkner triumphed oveY his love
and he told her what he was. that up
until the moment he met her he drank
and gambled, and that for his shooting
a man in Prince Albert he would sooner
or later get a term in prison. And she?
I tell vou that she busted mv theory
to a 'frazzle! She loved him, as I now
believe every woman in the world is
capable of loving, and she married him.
and stuck to him through thick and
thin, tied with him when he was com-

pelled to run and her faith in him now
is like that of a child in its God. For
a time they lived in that cabin above
Perre Thoreau's. and perhaps they
wouldn't have been found out if they
hadn't come up to Fort Smith for a
holidaj--. Falkner told ire that his pur--l

suers would surely stop at rierres and
we fixed up that idly five doc- -

be to blame for what happened. He
told me where I'd find his wife. By this
time he has a good start for the States,
and will be there by the time I get his
wife down.

Philip had not spoken a word. Al
most mechanically he pulled the pho
tograph from his pocket.

"And this " he said.
The doctor laughed as he took the

picture from his hand.
"Is Mrs. William Falkner, Phil. Come

in. I'm anxious to have jxu meet her."

CHAPTEE XV.

Philip's Last Assignment.
instead of following the

PHILIP, laid a detaining hand
his arm.

"Wait!" he said.
Something in the seriousness of his

manner drew a quick look of apprehen-

sion over the other's lace.
"I want ,to talk with vou," continued

Philip. "Let us walk a little way down
the trail."

The doctor eyed him suspiciously as
they turned away from the cabin.

'See here, Phil Steele," he said, and
there was a hard ring in his voice, "I've
had all sorts of confidence in jou, and
I've told more, perhaps, than I
ought I don't suppose jou have a sus
picion that ought to break it?"

No, it isn't that," replied Philip,
laughing a little uneasily. "I'm glad

got away with Falkner, and so far
as I am concerned no one will ever
know what has happened. It's I who
want to place a little confidence in you
now. I am positively at my wits'
and all over a situation which seems to
place you and me in a class by our-

selves sort of brothers in trouble, jou
know," and he told McGill, briefly, of
Isobel, and his search for her.

"I lost them between Lac Bain and
Fort Churchill," he finished. "The two
sledges separated, one continuing to
Churchill, and the other turning into
the south. I followed the Churchill
sledge and was wrong. When I came
back the snow had covered the other
trail."

The little professor stopped suddenly
and squared himself directly in Philip's
path.

"You don't say!" he gasped. There
was a look of amazement on his face.

"What a wonderfully little world this
is, Phil," he added, smiling in a curious
way. "What a wonderfully little world
it is! It's only a after all,
and the funny part of it is that it is not
even large enough to play a game of

proved that beyond question. And here
"you

"What? demanded Philip, puzzled by
the other's attitude.

"Well, you see. I went first to Nel-
son House," said McGill, "and from
there up to the Hudson's Bay Company's
post in the Cochrane River, hunting tor
Falkner, and this girl a man and a
woman. . And at the Cochrane Post a
Frenchman told me that there was a

strange man and woman up at Lac
Bain, and I set off for there. That must
have been just about the time you were
starting for Churchill, for on the third
day up I met a sledge that turned me
off the Lac Bain trail to take up the
nearer trail to Chippewayaru- - With
this sledge were the two who had been
at Lac Bain, Col. Becker, and his
daughter."

For a moment Philip could not speak.
He caught the other's hand excitedly.

You you tound where they were
going?" he asked, when McGill did not
continue. .

"Yes. We ate dinner together, and
the colonel said they were bound for
Nelson House, and that they would
probably go trom there to Winnipeg. 1
I didn't ask which wav thev would go.'

"From Nelson House it would be by
the Saskatchewan and Le Pas trail,
cried Philip. He was looking straight
over the little doctor's head. "If it
wasn't for this damnable De Bar
whom I ought to go after again

"Drop De Bar." interrupted McGill
auietlv. "He's eot too bit: a start of you.
anyway so what's the use? Drop 'itn.
i dropped a whole lot ot things when
I came up here."

uut the law "
'Damn the law!" exploded the doctor

with unexpected vehemence- - aome-tim-

I think the world would be just
as happy without it."

Their eyes met sharp, and under
standing.

"You're a professor in a college,"
chuckled Philip, his voice trembling
airain with hone and eagerness. "You
ought to know more than I do. What
would you do if you were in my
place?"

"I'd hustle for a pair o"f wings and
fly," replied the little professor prompt-
ly. "Good Lord. Phil if it was my
wife and I hadn't got her yet I
wouldn't let up until I'd chased her
from one end of the earth to the other.
What's a little matter of duty com-
pared to that girl hustling toward Win-
nipeg? Next to my own little girl at
home she's the prettiest thing 1 ever
laid my eyes on.

Philip laughed aloud.
'Thanks, McGill. By heaven, I'll go!

When do jou start?
"The dogs are ready, and so is Mrs.

William falkner.
Philip turned about quicklj--.

"Ill go over and say good-b- y to the
detachment and get my pack," he
said over his shoulder. "Ill beback in-

side of half an hour."

It was a slow trip down. The snow
was beginning to soften in the warmth
of the first spring suns by the time
they arrived at Lac la Crosse, iwo daj--

before they reached the post at Mon
treal Lake, Philip began to leel the
first discomfort of a strange sickness.
of which he aid nothing. But the sharp

s of the doctor detected that some-
thing was wrong, and before they came
to Montreal House he recognized the
fever that had begun to burn in Philip s
bodv.

You ve set too fast a pace, he told
him. "It's that and the blow- - you got
when De Bar threw jou against the
rock. You'll have to lay up for a spell."

In spite of his protestations, the doc
tor compelled him to go to bed when
thev arrived at the post He crew rap--

so little scheme to get worse, and for weeks the

end,

throueh the fever. When they left for
the South, late in Maj-- , he was still too
weak to travel, and it was a month later
before he presented himself, pale and
haggard, before Inspector MacGregor
at Prince Albert. Again disappoint-
ment was awaiting him. There had been
delay in purchasing his discharge, and
he found that he would have to wait
until August MacGregor gave him a
three weeks' furlough, and his first
move was to go up to Etomami and
Le Pas. Col. Becker and Isobel had
been at those places six weeks before.
He could find no trace of their having
stepped at Prince Albert He ran
down to Winnipeg and spent several
davs in makincr inauines which proved

...i Pans,

come to him bv tne iota ot ana
he would immediately set off Eng
land.

his return to Prince Albert he
detailed to a big prairie stretch of

country where there was little to
but wait. On the first day of August
ne was at njTners wnen
lunged down the embankment

SHind Indian River. The first word of
it came over wire from Bleak House
Station a little before midnight, while
he and agent were playing cnbbage.

d little Gunn, agent, oper-
ator, and d of the total popula-
tion of had lifted a peg to
make a count when his hand stopped in
mid-ai- r, and with a gasping break
his he sprang to his feet

The instrument on the little table near
the was clicking frantically. It
was Billinger, at Bleak House, crying
out for headquarters, dear lines, the
right of waj'. The Transcontinental
engine, tender, baggage car, two coaches
and sleeper, had gone to the devil.
Those, his excitement, where his first
words. From 50 to 100 were dead.)

division neaaquaners to mc west.

scene of SQC

left his judgment.
The wire MacGregor aroused

stupor horror

the door and they lifted the velocipede
on iracK. f

"Wire Billinger I'm coming," called
back Philip as Gurm started him off
with a running shove.

CHAPTEE XVL

A Lock ot Golden Hair.
the sun was rising in a burningAS August glare over the edge of
the parched prairie, Philip saw

ahead of him the unpainted 'board shan-
ty that was called Bleak House Station,
and a few moments he saw a man
run out into middle of the track
and stare down at him from the

of his hands. It was Billinger.
his English-re- d face as white as he had
left Gunn's, his shirt in rags, arms bare,
and his tremendous blond mustaches
crisped and seared by Close to the
station, fastened posts, were two

A mile beyond these things
a thin film of smoke clouded the sky.

As the jigger stopped Philip jumped
from his seat and held "out a blistered
hand. "I'm Steele Philip Steele, of
the Northwest Mounted."

"And I'm Billinger agent," said the
Philip noticed that the hand

that gripped bis own was raw and bleed-
ing. "I got your word, and I've re-

ceived instructions from the department
to place f your service. My
wife is at the kej I ve found the trail,
and I've got two horses. But there isn't

man who'll leave up there for
love o' God or money. Its horrible!
Two hours ago you'd 'ave heard their
screams from where you're standing
the hurt, I mean. They won't leave the
wreck not a man, and I don't blame
'em."

A pretty, brown-haire- d young wom-
an had come to the door and Billinger
ran to her. "Good-by,- " he cried, taking
her for a moment in his big arms. "Take
care of key I" He turned as quickly

the horses, talking as they mounted.
was robbery." he said and thev set

off at a canter, side by side. "There was
two hundred thousand in currency in

express car. and it's gone. I found
their trail this morning, going into the
North. They're hitting what we
call the Bad Lands over bejond the
Coyote, twenty miles from here. I don't
suppose there s any time to lose "

fto, said Philip. How many are
there?"

"Four mebby more."
Billinger started bis horse into a gal-

lop and Philip purposely held Jiis mount
behind to look at the other man. The
first law of MacGregor's teaching was
to study men, and to suspect It was
the first law of splendid service of

which he was a part and so he looked
hard at Billinger. The Englishman was
hatless His sandy hair was cropped
short, and his mustaches floated out like
flexible homs from the sides of his
face. His shirt was in tatters. In one
piece it was ripped clean of the shoul-
der and saw a purplish bruise
where the flesh was bare. He knew
these for the marks of Billinger's pres-
ence at the wreck. Now the man was
equipped for other business. A huge
"forty-four- " hung at his waist a short
carbine swung at his saddle-bo- and
there was something m the manner of
his riding, in hunch of his shoulders,
and in the vicious sweep of his long mus-
taches, that satisfied Philip he was a
man who could use them. He rode up
alongside of him with a new confidence.
They were coming to the top of a knoll;
at summit Billinger stopped and
pointed a hollow a quarter of
a mile awaj.

"It will be loss of time to go down
there," he said, "and it will do no good.
See that thing that like a big log
in river? That's the top of the day
coach. It went in right up, and
the conductor who wasn't hurt sajs
there were twenty people in it We
watched it settle from shore, and
we couldn't do a thing while they were
dying in there like so many caged rats!
The other coach and that heap
of stuff jou see there is what's left of
the Pullman and the baggage car.

dead stretched.ul f ,.. I...., ;.,..- - There's twentj--seve-

" 'Tt.X. ; ft ,. ?ut along the track, and a good many
.v... ,.m th. ...r.'hurt. breat heavens, listen to that!

ProS'ino
plans accordingly His discharge would,
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"It'll be a loss of time

repeated the agent
"Yes, it would be

wreck

under
shade

other.

-- to go down,"

loss of time,"
agreed Philip.

His blood was burning at fever heat
when he raised his eves from the scene
below to Billinger's face. Every fight-
ing fiber in his body was tingling for
action, and at the responsive glare
which he met in Billinger's eves he
thrust his hand half over the space that
separated them.

"We'll get 'em, Billinger," he cried.
"Bv God, we'll get 'em!"

There was something ferocious in the
crush of other's hand. The Eng-
lishman's teeth gleamed for an instant
between seared mustaches as he
heeled his mount into a canter along
the back of the ridge. Five minutes
later the knoll dipped again into the
plain and at the foot ot it Billinger
stopped his horse for a second and
pointed to fresh in the prai-

rie sod. Philip jumped his horse
and examined the ground.

here are five in the gang, Billinger,
r.nnn'jlmnrt ror Rillmper'e .next he said shortly. "All of them w ere gal- -
words to the line. It was not an ac- - IoP"e-p- .ut on.e Hc Iok.ed UP w
cident! Human hands had torn up three ' BlIImjer !eamnS :er Po11
sections of rail. The same human o his staring at something

had rolled a two-to- n bowlder int ras,tvdlr.?ctl'. u,n,d.eruh,si1rSe5 ?"-..- .

the right of way. He did not know' "". "?"
whether the express car or what little, haS?k;ercmeV .. -
remained of had been robbed or not' Pfl.p Plcked dnth,tA

From midnight until 2 o'clock the" finj I'"?"- - crumpled and
and it out between the forefingealines were hot A wreckine train was

on its way from the east, another from , and tnumo ot ootn nanus.
"Yes, and a woman's handkerchief.

the
ViUJtlkSJI) llcauuuillLl.lJ ULiiiauui.u vn .. . vs..
information, and bit by bit the terrible . e s'0PPd " .nc, ""." f"11""5
tragedy was told even as the men and ace.asfhVi?ached d"n forrth
womeii in it died and the few souls square jaws the man
from the prairies around Bleak House uer.e !'ke. .ste.el jPnnS but Philip
Station fought to save lives. Then a n'd th" h was trembling.

j . . : - .t,- - .,.: Tf A woman in the camr. he lauehed
called for Philip Steele at Hymers. It a?hllip. tco"nted--

commanded him in the name of Inspec- - .T5',ar,ed ou at a canter. Billing
tor MacGregor. of the Royal Mounted, ?tl holding the bit of undtC
to reach Bleak House Station without Js, e ;,,.."" a li"le he passed it
delay. What he was to do when he to who was riding be- -
arrived at the the was , nim.
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(TO BE CONTIMJED SECT SUXDAT)

Potatoes Bak,ed in Ashes.
which he had fallen. Gunn's girlish face Select and clean your potatoes beroro
was as white as a sheet , starting;, carrying the fairest, smoothest

I've got a jigger," he said, and and smallest eyed which you have, it
can take it It's forty miles to Bleak f - ' pece ot worK to roast mem in

' lBe " wi.noui ourmns. 10 ao tnisHouse and vou can make it in three
hours. There' won't be a train tor A" I Z,X "' ,TmJ" "f

Philip scribbled a few words for Mac-'l- ne Tht; can alto raf4guar,e(, Druregor and shoved them into Ounns ....ninv in nm? n Tmn.
nervous hand. While the operator was vg in large green Jeaves. wnen you
sending them off he rolled a cigarette, ' think they should be done, rake out ana
lichted it and buckled on bis revolver I test If not done sufficiently return
belt Then Gunn hurried him through ' the roasting bed aaala,
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